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(ONE PENNY. 


“THE MILDEWERIES.” 


__ ‘* Although perhaps not up to Covent Garden form, there can be no doubt as to the success of Poor Pa’s Fancy Dress Ball, at ‘ The Mildeweries,’ last Monday. 
Sir Augustus Harris, who looked in about midnight, expressed himself as being greatly entertained ; but since then, I understand, he has given strict instructions 
that no member of the Sloper Family is to be admitted within the precints of Covent Garden during any future Carnival. Probably he is a little bit envious. 


But Dad doesn’t care a bit. 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE. 


—- 
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Th Syuire Thumb ‘ 
Blanket + TL bumbly apologise, Mrs. Hodge, for this untimely intrusion, but the 


Jour worthy h 
Tally g¢ hin, 
a ro small, so thin, and 


a8 Chairman of the Parish Council, has grantel me is 
', Hoty Ceurtt : 
(eurtly). You'd best sce ‘Ouge ‘isself. "E's just a-goin’ to bed. 


Mr, Hodye (the Squire having deferentially reiterated his complaint), It’s reglar 


sick'nin’! You huristocrats is the most thankless lot o' beggars as ever was! 
Wot is it ve warnt? Hider-darn quilts an’ Wallsend? An’ the nex’ time ye come 
inter a workin’ gen'leman's ‘ouse, you'll p'r'aps wipe yer shoes ! 


He says that if Gussie is not careful he shall have to take the shine out of him in pantomime business next year.’’—Toutsit. 


AS LIKE AS TWO PEAS. 


Tne late Mr. Edmund Yates told some curious stories 
of mail-coach robberies. Here, abbreviated, isa very curious 
one: At six o'clock on Monday morning, January 20th, 
1827, the Dover mail-coach, mud-bespattered and travel- 
stained, pulled up at the General Post Office, in Lombard 
Street, and the mail portmanteau containing foreign corres- 
pondence was brought inside. A moment or two later a 
pole-faced clerk rushed out, crying, “ Hold hard, for God's 
sake! The mail has been robbed !” 

That night, when the Dover coach left the Elephant and 
Castle, the Solicitor for the Post Ofiice was an inside yrs. 
senger, and installed at the Ship Hotel, at Dover, he awaited 
the arrival of the Calais postinaster and the captain of the 
French steam-packet by whigh the mail bad been brought 
over. The mail portimanteauSas so remarkably heavy, that 
a Custom House officer had insisted upon its being: opened 
at the packet agent's at Dover. and found it to be intact, deep 
cuts in its side, afterwards discovered, not then existing. 
The robbery had evidently been committed on the coach. 

Two of the outside passenzers got down at Canterbury, 
went into the Rose Inn, and ordered a chaise te) London, 
The waiter showed them into a sitting-room, where they 
ordered some brandy and water and shut themselves in. in 
about a quarter of an hour the waiter, suddenly opening the 
door to sav that the chaise was ready, sew about twenty or 
thirty letters and several paper packets Tying on the Goble, 


410 


The men were feeling the letters nnd holding tnem up to the 
candles, They appeared to be confused when thus discovered, 
crammed the letters into their pockets, paid their bill and got into 
the chaise. They got out, about seven in the morning, in the New 
Kent Road, paid the post-boy and walked away. 

So much notice had been taken of them at the Rose and the 
houscs where they had stopped to change norses or get drinks, that 
the police quickly identified one of them as a certain Tom Part. 
ridze, who, after some trouble, was caught and committed for trial 
at Maidstone, The prisoner is described by Edmund Yates as “a 
middle-sized, stoutly-built) man, with a queer, humorous face, 
lighted by a twinkling, arch blue eye. Not a bit daunted, but 
rather pleased by the universal gaze, he stood leaning over the 
front of the dock, apparently fully trusting in his own resources.” 

The case for the prosecution concluded, ‘Tom Partridge proceeded 
to prove an alibi, He handed ina written statement of his move- 
ments from January 22nd to the 29th, when he left Tiverton by 
the Bristol coach for Bridgwater, and he produced landlords, 
waiters and chambermaids to corroborate the minutest facts he 
had stated, and Tom Partridge, with a bright smile, walked out of 
the dock. Yet Tom Partridge was one of the two thieves. The 
police were sure of it, and so was the Post-Office solicitor, but there 
was an end of the case, 

About two years afterwards the solicitor saw Tom Partridge go 
into a public-house in Bishopsgate Street. He stood still, and ina 
minute Tom came out again, stared up at a window and called 
“Hi!” on which the window was opened, and there appeared at 
it the head and shoulders of another Tom, an exact reproduction 
of the original, middle-sized, stoutly-built, with a queer, humorous 
face lighted by a twinkling, arch blue eve, 

Next day one of the Post-Office officials had an interview with a 
certain Bill Barker, alias Conky Barker, otherwise Bill the Nobler, 
and this gentieman explained, Tom had a brother called Sam 
and they were as like as two peas. Fiddy, the “fence,” planned 
the alibi, and Sam went with him to Somerset and Devon, whilst 
Tom went to Dover. Tom and a pal entered the agent's office 
there with a skeleton key and cut open the portmanteau, The 
pal was Conky Barker himself, who, sentenced to denth about a 
year later, sent for the gentleman to whom he had told the rest of 
the story, and confessed, 

° e e * * * 

LAITEST. 

The loddger he av bin gawn 24 ours, avin prevus had a warm 
time with ma an the Mos Groan about the wrent, wich he promis 
to bringg too dai an remov iss luzgidge. We are watin inna ro, 

(Newt week,“ The Man Who Could Not Kill: Himself.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
= 
*.* Correspondents wishing their MSS. or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a stamped encelupe jarme enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps, 


Much obliged for letter, SCOTTIE ; You must have a festive time, 
ALLY isn't sure, EXQUIRER—Probably in pantomime, Sorrythat 
we cannot use ‘em, Thengh they're very fair, F. WB. Search the 
registers, A READER, That's the only away te sec, Not from here, 
A FRIEND FROM MELBOURNE; Yow are makina some mistake, 
Tootsie would, AN OLD ADMIRER, Were it not for ALLY'S sake, 
Try again, then, F. L. BENNET: You can never guess your luck, 
aT wouldn't, HAROLD GRUMBY; J/e would sooner get the 
chuck, 

———— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in the World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Sarawak and Bechuanaland 
cacepted, post free: 
3 monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.02¢ payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES.” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LonpoN, E.C, 


Show Cards will be sent post free te Newsagents on application, 
PARIS 
On sale at all Kivaques and Rovksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 
PARIS AGENCY, 22 RuF DE LA BANQur, 


—.—_ — 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


— £150— 


Will be para to the newt-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, er Girl 

(Railway Servants on duty excepted ), who shall Aappes to meet 
with his or her death ina Palixay Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Aineton 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF- 
Howipay”" be Jruud upon the Deceased at the time of the Accident. 
“ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Inaurance lasts one week from that time, expiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning, 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


——— 


Brown. 1 hear you are going into partnership. Is it all settled? 

Shifty. Well, no, not quite. 

Brown, Ah, 1 suppose you want to make some inquiries about 
the fellow before you sign? 

Shifty. Well, no, it isn't that so much as that—er—he wishes 
to make some inquiries about me. 

ss 
s 

Mrs, Murphy. Late again, Pat. 

Mr. Murphy. Shure, my dear, an’ it’s meself that thought I 
should never be here at all, at all—the ground’s so slippery, ivery 
toot I took forward I slipped two backwards, 

Mrs. Murphy. Then how did you get home? 

Mr, Murphy. Turned round and walked the other way, and 
out I'd be still at this moment, if 1 hadn't. 


ss 


THE nether limbs of Santa Claus 
Are surely more than two. 

For, when he goes with gay guffaws 
The whole creation through, 

In self-same hour up to the brim 

A millivu socks are tilled by hin! 


ss 
s 


Firat Fair Chorister. Awfully nice man, the manager, isn’t he? 
80 very engaging, I think. 
Second Fair Chorister (rejected). Engaging, do you call him? 
I wish he was; he says he can't tind room for me at all. 
ss 


s 
First Benedict, My wife is avery striking woman, I can tell you, 
Sceond Benedict. Yes, she certainly looks it. Do you allow her 
tu knock you about very much? (elnd nov they don't speak. 
zs * 


* 
Baqgles. They tell me old Smithson is a terribly shrewd man ; he 
doesn't look very sharp, though, 
Waggles. He isn’t ; his wife does the shrewing. 
one, I can tell you. 


She's a terrible 


ALLY 


SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 557.—The “Misruled Pages'” Costume. 


“ Why should the bicyclists have things 


all their own way ? 


Let's have a national 


sporting costume for the gals.” 


Mother. Yes. Gertrude, Wi! 


Pleased to see you £0 
Willte. Of course 
eye to-morrow had I 


ened to Harry, Willie. 
was, 


“Tossing his head proudly, Sir 
Reginald strode from the room.”— 
Extract from old Romance. 


dl naa 


ie behaved himself like a gentleman, 1 was 


He can lick me, and would have bashed me in the 


been otherwise. 


si pernen Darling, I wiil die ior 
you 
Fair American, Guees I'd rather you 


worked for me. 


ag. 


AUTHORS AUTHENTIC, 
No. 38.—Runciman. 
(Run—see, mau?) 


(Saturday, December 29, 1894. 


The Modern Steeplechase. 
First Man. Had a good day, eh? 
Second Man, Very fair, thanks, 
First Man. That's good. Er—many jockeys killed ? 
es 
s 
Provincial Ma: . ¥ very good. ; 
select an onion-feld for thee ls lag Pe ee eee 
Author of “New Sensational Drama.” Why, don't you see, that'll 


disarm the critics at once. They can't soy ihere isn't a stronz 
situation in the play. ee 
s 


Snipper. I wonder how it is that girls are always so nice and 
pleasant on board ship—so different to what they are ashore ? 

Snapper, That's easily explained, dear boy. Even the belle of 
the season would not have so good an opinion of her charms after 
she had scen herself greeu and yellow with sea-sickness fora couple 
of days, 7 


Sa1D Human Nature, “Tell me true, 
O Conscience, tell me what | do 
To my friends in their prosperity 1" 
And Conscience answered, “ Cleave!" 
Said Human Nature, “Tell me, too, 
O Conscience, tell me what I do 
When my friends are in adversity?” 
And Conscience answered, * Leave!" 
es 
s 
The Missis. You were tipsy again last night when you came 
home, George. 
George (tndignantly). Indeed, I was not. I did net hang u-7 
boots on the hat rail, nor put my hat outside the door this time. 
The Missis, Well, consiuering that you left the lamp alight in 
the supper-room and brought the cruet stand upstairs to light you 
to bed, you must confess that it has a suspicious appearance. 
George (greans), Bowled out again! Give me a whisky and 
soda, my mouth's a limekiln. 
ss 
s 
Operatic Manager. \'m in a terrible stew, I really don't know 
where to turn for a tenor. 
Friend (surprised). Don't know where to turn for na tenner! 
why, my dear fellow, I thought you were coining money ? 
es 
s 


To the observer of human nature there is nothing so remarkable 
as the beauty of the resolutions which everyone makes for the New 
Year, except, perhaps, the unanimity with which they forget all 
about ‘em. *\° 


Miss Ratheroff. Yes, dear, I'm tired to death ; rode all the way 
in a crowded ‘bus full of men, and not one of them had the polite- 
Ness to offer me a seat. 

Friend. Really, dear? But that’s the worst of young men nowa- 
days: unless one is young and pretty—— Ahem !—er—er—how 
very chilly it is to-day, isn't it? 

ss 
s 

Suspicious-looking Customer. Will you change this sovereign, 
please, landlord, into two halves, if you don’t mind ? 

Landlord (rapidly breaking the “duffer” in half). Certainly ; 
there you are. ** 


THE barber, freeing your chin from hair— 
The miser, counting his gold with care— 
The nutmeg-grater in coukie's lair— 

Pray tell to me, 

Why are these three 
As like each other as like can be? 
HKecause—now, prithee, don't faint and fall !— 
Because, don'cherknow, they are scrapers all! 

se 
s 

First Kissable Little Love, 'm awfally glad I'm going to marry 
Charlie ; we shall be able to go out every night—he’s on the Press, 
you know, and gets tickets for all the theatres. 

Second Ki « Little Love. Yes, very nice, dear, of course : but 
you haven't my luck. Dear Jack is at the Law Courts and will be 
able to get me seats for all the best divorce cases. f 

Firat Kissable Little Love (with envy). Oh, you fortunate girl! 

ss 


Snorker, How's biz? 

Sneaker, Awful ! pea awful! I mooch about all the morn- 
ing looking for what I can lift. In the afternoon I goes in for the 
confidence trick with a couple of pals, and in the ev'ning 1 works 
the billiard rooms, but I’m bothered if I can make both ends 
meet. Yer haven't such a thing as a half-crown, I suppose? 

ss 
s 

“THE surreptitious imbibition of alcoholic beverages is n- 
doubtedly injurious to a man’s moral probity ; but om the whole [ 
personally do not believe they do the fellow half as much harm 
as the lies he has to tell to account for the smell of his breath. the 
sawdust on his feet and the shinyness of his elbow.”— Extract frum 
SLOPER'S “ Words of Wisdom.” To be published sume day. 

ss 
s 

Mrs. Smith (who is collecti fad the Heathen). I just met your 
husband, my dear, and J feed im for a trifle for the poor, dear 
Matabele, and he was reaily just as cross as he could be. 

Mrs. Jones. 1 don't think so, Mrs, Smith. You don’t know Mr. 
Jones, or you wouldn't say so. 

es 


s 
Darling Number One, Youscem awfully interested in your book, 


Maudie ; is it worth reaing! ee 

Darling Number Treo, My dear, how can you ask? Mudie’s 
ss 
s 


wouldn't even take it ! 
THEY say that education's quite 
Essential, if you want to climb 
Up to a world- zling height — 
ithin the towers of fame sublime. 
But the statement, sure, is nonsense stark : 
For, in this earth of ours, I claim 
That man who oftenest makes his mark 
Is the man who cannot write his name. 


es 
s 
Rubinson, It seems 2 very close election up in your place. 
The MacGregory. Eh, mon, it’s a’ vara weel to talk aboot bein 
close, but conor tals infamous Act of Parliament it has to be, for 
e munna even gie awn’ a mutchkin of barley bree withoot it 
bein’ said that ye are bribing. +. 


young Dramatic Author, Vve had an offer for the provincial 
rights of my play. . y : 
Friend. indecd! What a pity you can't get rid of the wrongs. 


ONE PENNY. TO BE HAD EVERYWHERE. 


CHRISTMAS LARKS. 


THE EXTRA NUMBER OF “LARKS!"” 


SIXTEEN PAGES OF RIGHT - DOWN ROARING STUFF. 


99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.c. 


Saturday, December 29, 1804.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE SAVOY. 


—— 


Mr. PeTer ADOLPHUS GRiGc is the proud possessor of a villa 
at Twickenham, a photographic machine, and ie Aig oe a 
ittle tem- 


per. 

Mr. Grigg 
having «a 
holiday, de- 
termined, 
like Dr. 
Syntax, to 
take a short 
tour in 
search of the 
pic t uresq ue, 
of course 
taking with 
him the ap- 
pues but 
leaving Mrs. 
G. at home, 
The Upper 
Thames is 
not good 
enough for 
Peter Adol- 
phus, He 


will seek 

f “a eign 

Grigg: Sancho: ec mes. 

Ww. PASenORR, R. TEMPLE, PV. A.G. goes 
tu Spain, 


promising to write regularly to the wife of his bosom. , 

Kut poor little Mra. one has no idea what goes on in foreign 
parts, A good many good people would be quite surprixed to hear 
that even such a little way off as Paris a British tourist in a check 
suit might be challenged to fight a duel, and pry hay oe to fight. 
Every now and again we a little paragraph at the bottom of a 
column of our morning paper mentioning the existence some- 
where far otf of a band of brigands, but we, none of us, can 
credit the fact that under any possible combination of circum- 
stances we shall ever be a captive in a brigand’s cave awaiting 1 
ransom, and that that failing arrival, a finger or a toe, once 
nttached to our body, may be sent per post to bustle up our too 
tardy friends, relations, or business connections, 

One can imagine Crawler and Slugg, partners in an old-fashioned 
house up a court in the City. Crawler, after much reflection, 
goes on business to Spain, and falls into the hands of the 
robbers, Crawler writes to Slugg to say what has gl 4 oem It 
tikes Slugg nearly a week to realise the situation. “ Brigands ! 
Bosh! Crawler’s piaying the fool!” At the end of the week 
Crawler's little finger arrives. Then a toe, then an ear. “It's 
ridiculous,” cries Slugg; “do you mean to say that in the latter 
end of the nineteenth century such things can happen?” But it 
seems as though they could, 
und if many more instal- 
ments of Crawler should 
thus return to his native 
land there won't be much 
left to ransom, 

But to return to Mr. Peter 
Augustus Grigg. He, too, 
falls into the hands of the 
Drisands and something 
really awful happens to him, 
They don't chip bits off 
him, They don't hurt him 
in any way, physically. 
They don't even rob him. 
They marry him totheirlady 
chieftain. It would appear 
that by the law of the 
Liulrones, a chieftain or 
leider of the band who has 
heen absent from his duties 
i year and a day is to be 
replaced by a new chieftain. 
The late chieftain has had 
to make himself scarce, and 
having been so long absent 
is supposed by the band to 
be dead. His grass widow, 
meanwhile, has kept the 
business going with pleasure 
und pront, but it now is decided that she shall select a new 
husband, and several of the band are only too eager to replace the 
missing one. It is she who must decide, and she chooses the 
captive Grigg. The verbial merriment of a grig is, however, 
winting. His thoughts wander Twickenhamwards, and he can’t 
help wondering what the little woman with the little temper will 
say when she comes to hear of these goings on. 

Being otherwise employed, Grigg neglects to write home, and 
Mrs, G., growing uneasy as to his safety, comes out in search of 
him, Meanwhile, the missing chieftian, who had been hiding from 
the police, suddenly puts in an appearance turns out to bea 
duke. His wife welcomes him home, and Mr. and Mrs. Grigg 
apes for Twickenham, ° 
_The dialogue is in Mr, Burnand’s best style, and Sir Arthur 
Sullivan has never been happier. As Grigg, Mr. Walter Passmore 
\ lownright funny and is a t favourite with the audience. 
Miss Brandram is splendid, and Miss Florence St. John could not 
be seen to greater advantage. Mr. Courtice Pound too, is enthu- 
siastically encored in his grand song of “The Hussar.” Mr. 
H. Moreiand and Mr. R. Temple are also well to the fore. 

Indeed, I have not spent so pleasant an evening for a very long 

while, an 
must con- 
gratulate 
my friend 
D'Oyly 
Carte on a 
production 
w hich 
ought and 
is sure to 
have avery 
long run. 
On an oc- 
casion of 
this kind it 
is almost 
impossib le 
to avoid 
comparison 
between 
The Chief- 
tain’ and 
lis Eu- 
cellency. 
Each will 
of course 
have its 
crowd of 
followers, 


Rua: ¥LO, ST. JOAN, 


; For my 
wees Jose: own part, 
L. Branpram, H. MORELAND, I prefer 


, Mr. Bur- 
viuete There is more variety in it, anyhow. Take my 
» Gotothe Savoy and book your seats, and loge no timeabout it 


hand's work, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 4” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


SLOPER's PILLS are made from the prescription of an 
Eminent Physician practising in the West End of London, 
und will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 
tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 
of Breath. Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 
Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc. 


TESTIMONIALS. 
1 Dawson Terrace, Haverstock Hill, London, N.W., October 22nd, 1894, 
GENTLEMEN,—I have tricd your SLOPER'S PILLS, ard have derived great 
benefit from the use of them. They are very good indeei, and the pleasing 
abvut them is, that they do not purge one, like other pills I have taken. I might 
also mention that my wife and two lady friends have also trial them for Sick 
Headache, and they acted splendidly—all trace of headache disappearing the 
next day. Wishing you every snccess, which you certainly deserve for so goo: a 
medicine. Believe me, yours faithfully, 'OHN R. BEESON. 
To Messrs. GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, 


70 Fordwych Road, West Hampstead, N.W., October 25th, 1894. 
DEAR Sins,—I have lately been taking SLOPER's PILLS for Indigestion and 
Liver Disturbance, and consider them a most excellent remedy, and shall strongly 
recommend them to my friends, I shall be glad to know whether I cap obtain 
the pills at Whitcley's in future, or whether 1 should order them from you. I 
am, dear sira, yours faithfully, WALTER HENDRIKS. 
Messrs, GURDEN & Co, 


12a Cudworth Street. Bethnal Green, Lomion, E., 


October 26th, 1894, 
Messrs. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, E.C. 

Deatt Stns.—During the unsettled weather my liver got out of order, and I 
am very pleased to testify that your SLOPER's PILLS have given me immediate 
relief. You are at liberty to make use of this as you think ft. I remain, dear 
sirs, yours faithfully, R. DURLACHER. 


10 Salt Lane, lerne Bay, October 29th, 18%. 
Dean Sirs,—Having been a sufferer from Biliousness for years past, I was 
induced to try aSLore# PILL. lam pleased to tell you T have derived great 
benefit from them, and, as the well-known Sloper is a universal favourite, I trust 
Lata! ggeidlaiog sive ae a fair bog atoe: are at pape hed a this state- 

men ‘ou fee! to. eve me, yours iv. 
, — EMMA KNIGHT. 
Messrs GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane, London. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 


SEND 9}”2 IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & CoO., 


989 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


PRUDENT PATERFAMILIAS. 

Poor Muricl! Her father’s refusal to sanction her marriage 
with Hubert—Hubert who loved her so devotedly, and in every 
respect seemed just the man for the job, had pierced her to the 
heart, She had sobbed and sobbed till she was on the verge of 
incipient hiccups. What could she do to ease her aching heart? 
There seemed no alternative to a long life of unloved misery, save 
sixpenn’orth of rat poison : all was drear and desolate. 

ust then the sound of her father entering the house, or rather 
cursing the paren he found on the hall-table on his return of his 
toilings in the E.C, district, fell upon her ear. Should she, as soon 
as he'd had his dinner, boldly confront him and demand to know 
the reason of his adverse decision! She would. 

Fifty minutes later she bucked herself up on fifteen drops of sal 
volatileand did. In well-chosen and forcible words she demanded 
to know why her parent withheld his consent, and, at length, 
closing the door that none might hear, he told her. 

“ Muriel,” he said, calmly, and with a touch of sorrow in his 
voice, “things have gone very crooked with your poor old father 
thisjyear. ‘To start with, he had a dash on Grey Leg for the 
Lincoln Handicap and Le Nicham beat it. When he dabbed it 
down on Le Nicham for the City and Suburban, Grey Leg rolled 
up. Next, the Wrongfontein Mine, in which he had a nestegg, 
went to blazes; then the floods came and his little bit of cottage 
property went under. And how i'm going to toat over this 
quarter,” he added, dropping into the first person singular, “ with- 
out giving a bill of sale on the furniture or raising a bit on your 
mother’s family jewels, 1'm hanged if I know. The Poor Rates’ 
man, as you may know, has been round twice, and the New River 
fellow threatens to discontinue our water supply, whilst Briskett 
is becoming importunate and——” 

“ But, papa,” cried the beauteous girl, as her lip curled scornfully, 
and she remembered that she'd forgotten to take her cod-liver-oi 
that morning, “ what has all this todo with my marrying Hubert?” 

“A great deal, my dear, a very great deal.” replied the old gentle- 
man in a iugubrious tone, “and I will point it out to you. 
consented to this union and you were married there'd be the deuce 
and all of an expense, wedding breakfast, your trousseaux, a new 
frock for your mother, new clobber for me, gallons of whisky and 
cheap sherry, hire of the carriages, cost of the beastly indigestible 
cake, and heaven only knows what else. Now——” and his tone 
seemed to brighten up considerably. 

“ And what, papa?” 

“Why, I was going to say, if Hubert can be brought to see the 
thing in a common sense light, and be persuaded to run away with 
yeu. all this needless expense might be saved, in fact, I'd pay for 
the licence, and stand you first-class fares to—say, Brighton, that’s 
a good place for a runaway wedding—and, two or three days after, 
1 could pretend to forgive you both. What do you think?” 

“TI think, dear papa, it’s very 1 of you, considering your 
unoofiness, to think out such an elaborate plot, and, of course, we 
will agree.” So she had a good long cry—and a “fiver” for the 
fares and licence—and next day Hubert eloped with her. 


GOOD LUCK GONE ASTRAY. 

It's quite trae—an’ more’s the pity of it—that with education 
spreading all over the place like spilt treacle and the School Board 
rate going up with srpeliiog rapidity, there are hosts of people 
still submerged in the darkness that the Gas Strike of '88 would be 
an aurora borealis to. A prospector for the new railway made his 
appearance the other day in a little hamlet north of Harrow. 
Having, with the assistance of his three understrappers, untied an 
exhaustive outtit of poles and chains, he proceeded to execute 
variety of incomprehensible movements, the while a few honest 
farmers gazed on inawe. At length, after consulting his books, 
he asked which was Farmer Jugginswort. and to him did remark : 
“ Allow me to tell you, Mr.J., that our line will come clean through 
your granary yonder.” 

“Well, all I can say is that if it do.” returned the Harrovian, 
quite angrily, “that I'll go to law wi’ ye, fur if you think I've 
nothin’ to do all day but stick ‘ere openin’ the dures fur your 
blessid trains, you're mightily mistaken, Durn me, if I don’t——" 

But the railway prospector had fainted. 
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ak coster sits with his chin resting on the middle rail of the 
gillery. 

His eyes are mechanically tixed upon the 
theughts sare far 
away, and his heart 
heavy within him. 
For he has made the 
fatal mistake com- 
mon to a too-confid- 
ing nature and a 
too-trustful soul—he 
has “introduced his 
‘donah' to a pal!” 
With the inevitable 
result. Therefore, he 
broods darkly. 

Perchance at this 
peanen) moment his 

Liza ix along ‘er arr, 
“Spuds,” his hated J dS \\ pts 
supplanter, and erst- PFO Un 
while pal—the grov- ms yo 
elling proprietor of a ' x 
baked tater can! But 
it de ‘urd, an’ no 
bloomin’ error; for 
‘Liza is something 
more ner a daisy. 
She's the belle of 
Bludwink Alley be- 
yond the shadow of 
a doubt, is ‘Liza. 
Isn't her fringe an 
inch longer, her ear- 
rings half an ounce 
heavier, and _ her 
shawl of a more 
daring brightness and originality of pattern than any similar attri- 
butes of fashion worn by any one of her compeers! Why, the feather r 
adorning her hat alone is sufficient to send a thrill of envy and 
dismay through the tail of the stoniest- hearted, nail -digestin, 
ostrich that ever waltzed the plains of Central Africa! An 
all this beauty—this tage beyond price that once was his, 
lost to him for ever! Through the perfidious treachery of a 
sordid baked tater canner! Why, it’s “sickerning”!—but 
then, alas! it’s true! 

Meanwhile, on the stage, the frock-coated, cigarette-smokin; 
villain is oes the wife of his friend in the most approv 
transpontine fashion. 

“ Lucille,” he is saying, “nay, hear me! Leave this wretched 
abode—this life of grinding toil and poverty, and fly with me to 
happier climes where reigna eternal summer! The base-souled 
ehurl whom you call 
* hus! un- 
worthy to possess 
divine loveliness 
such as yours! Fly 
with me, 1 say! My 
broughain waits at 
yonder corner, and 
all that wealth, that 
luxury, that a mad 
devotion can offer, 
cast here at your 
feet! Hesitate, then, 
no longer, but wel- 
come the rosy dawn 
of the new life of love 
before you!” 

“Thou gold. 
decked traitor!" de- 
claims the lady, by 
way of response ; “1 
spurn the shameful 
offer of your unholy 
lust with the con- 
tempt it merits! 
Learn, base invader 
of a virtuous home, 
that the proud wife 
of a British Work- 
ing Man has but one 
reply to craven 
tempters such as 
thou!—and that is, 
this!/''—admin- 
istering 2 sound “ back-hander ” across his cheek. . 

There is a frantic burst of applause ; and high above its ciamour 
rises the shrill voice of our coster. 

on yer, Miss! Give him anuvver wipe acrorst the 
kisser! That’s ‘ow my ’Liza orter-er served ‘Spuds'!” 

His attention has been arrested at last. 

But the audience in his immediate neighbourhood resent this 
interruption. ‘“Frow ‘im over!" ‘Cheese it!” “Chuck ‘im 
aart!” “Sit daarn!” “Dry up!” “Or-der!” and various per- 
sonal expletives, the reverse of complimentary, are hurled at him. 

But his blood was up. His brain is bursting with righteous 
wrath ; and to his disordered imagination, it seems that the whole 
crowd has resolved itself into a single individuality—and that 
individuality, a “Spuds”! He refuses to re-seat himeelf! He 
whistles shrilly! e hurls defiance at the foe! And the air 
resounds with cat-calls, 
and choice examples of 
surly Saxon. 

And now appears the 
burly form of the depart- 
mental “chucker- out,” 
who is not a man to be 
tritled with. He weighs 
fifteen stone, and is in an 
especially bad humour. 

Hie has been having 
an unpleasant quarter of 
an hour with his lawful 
“missis.” 

So he throws more 
heart than usual into 
his work, and our coster, 
hauled in a_ twinkling 
down the stone gallery 
steps, receives an extra 
kick at parting which 
stretches him prone: 
while at the same moment 
a peal of mocking laugh- 
ter salutes his ear. 
“Spuds” and ‘Liza are 
passing, and have wit- 
nessed his ejection. This 
is the final drop of bitter- 
ness! It is) Fate's last 
straw ! 

Moodily, he picks him- 
self up. As he does so, 
his eye falls on a huge r 
poster of Albert Chevalier adorning an opposite hoarding. — 

“Ah!” he says bitterly, “that’s where them bloomin’ 
Shevaleers makes their perishin’ mistakes. Life aint all + pearkes 
un’ four ‘arf 1” 


but his 


stage, 


His thoughts are far away. 


Down the stone gallery steps. 


Fate's last straw. 


4 


~ ip, 


“Tam sure vour oranges are sour, young man.” “I should 
think so, arter you looking at ‘em su long.” 


*,° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those 
of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


No, 371.—Miss MILLY FAtRBANE, 


“ My heart is captive to ber thousand charms.” ‘ 
—The Dook Snook, 


“Surpassing all I've ever lovel before.” —Lord Bob, 


© Thrice beautevus wairl, smile, smile upon thy slave." 
—The Hon. Rally. 


THE 


whalebene-rib umorciiys, they're aye guid up tae the last.” 


SAINTLY ELDER AND THE WEAK 


a Tt was a bit saft on the micht o° the Monthly Kirk Session ‘Scone Scuffie.” “Come 
unmler ma umbrelly, Meenister, an’ keep yersel' dry, There's naething like ane u' they auld 
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owe 


ane an ete } 


He, Doyou get your face chapped much this weather ? 
She, Rather when I'm under the mistletoe, 


DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE | 


aN 


Z 


Cossacks? Well, A. SLOPER has seen a good many vf them lately, and he can't 
say be cares particularly for them. A régime of candies may be fattening, but they 
don’t lay soothingly on the chest, don't care to be fatter than he is, as his 
present measurements tally exactly with those of the Apollo-Belvidere, and that i« 
quite good enough for him. n oil, too, as a drink isn't to his taste; he won't 
say he prefers anything stronger, for he found it considerably above proof ; but it a 
fellow to hold his nose every time he drinks, it’s inconvenient. The fact is, he 
has just returned after a scamper over to Russia, for the purpose of interviewing 
young Nicholas IT —distance, as he has before remarked, being no object, thongh he 
ran it perilously near Christmas, where be ever is in duty bound tobe in the busom of his 
family, Why A. SLOPER should Lave been seized by Cossacks as a suspected person, 
and locked up in an awful cell, he is at a loss to umierstand. Was #? at the instigation 
of rival runners of London Comics whose Christmas Numbers ali fall miserably short 
in quantity and quality to his Unrivalled Twopennorth? Possibly, However, there he 
was,—-(1) “And where do you to take me, fellow ?" he asked of a Coasack 
guard, when he brought bin his noonday meal, consisting of a pound of long sixes 
and a cau of locomotive lubricator, “To the Ukrain, fellow,” was the reply. A. 
SLOPEK thought of his salal days—Mcuken and good old Astley's—and diopped a 


(2) “Laird, Laird!" hissed MeSwine, “ there's 
that deevil McNab makin’ it w' richt for the 
uext warl’ wi the Meenister.” 


And only about an inch cf ice on the pond, and 
: foot of mud below, a 


NTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE CZAR OF RUSSIA. 


tear. “Andido you intend, when there, binding me to a wild horse of Tartary to be 
tleveured by wolves and vultures?" “Such is our intention.” ——( 2) Well, it appears 
that they altered their minds, for presently a ferocious-looking official entered and 
tokl him that on second thoughts he would be sent to Siberia for the term of his 
natural life, “ which,” said the F.L.O, “is about six months in those parts ;" then he 
grinned aud left A, SLorKK alone.—(3) zune the boas of the “ HALP-HOLIDAY,” 
tied toa fiery untamed animal in mid winter! would they say in England ?—— 
(4) But not for long, for soon a monk came to offer him a little spiritual comfort, 
which he hal, good-naturedly, concealed under his robe. “Dues the Czar know that 
1am a pining captive, father?” inquired the Eminent. “It has not been thought 
heceasary to trouble him, my son, for you, being a dangerous Socialist, will be sent 
direct to Siberia.” “But I am no Socialist! I am Alexander the Great—the world- 
famed SLOPER!" “Biess my soul! you don't say so?"——(5) Speedy release 
followed, aml at length, in the uniform of the Scotch Greys, A. SLOPER presented 
himself to the Czar. Unfortunately, A. SLOPER, while journeying home, thought he 
woukl stop in Paris for an hour or 80, when the Interviewer was seized by the French 
Government, which was a pity, pe ee public, he feels assured, would have found it 
most interesting reading. But of us know what Fate has in store for us, 


MEENISTER. 


(3) “ Dinna be pniled aboot by every wind o° fause doctrine, Meenister.” “ MeNab, 


McNab, Aw'm fast slippin' awa’, Awlhae to be a backslider : the deevil and bis imp- 
are pu'in’ me back. Ye'rea suint an’ Aw'm a meeserable man. 
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Wa VALUE ‘Nopth. 0 
Se CMSs 


A-Far ok Pourrs. on-Che-Bouree 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


A seasomble greeting, my friends, Hast hada merry Yule? anid if so, hast recovered from it, ear, A, SLOPER gives a Bright New Year:—Three cheers the schoolboy gives, hooray! At last 
or dost still feel seedy ? it the latter, here's something to cheer you up; you see, 1 have been busy, — he's qut his holiday :— This gallant corps, the other day, Some splendid prizes gare away :—Jvhn 
Christmas notwithstanding.—7he youngsters ruar with might and main, Their ancient fricnde Burns, with many aplendid hits, The Yankee Eagle's giren fits,—There, that will gife you an 
tu ace again:— North versus South—the recent mateh—was, for the former, net a@ cateh:—Poor appetite even for your hashed turkey. Ta, ta! anda apy New Year to you all, is the very sincere 
Cubby swore an vath—a hard ‘un, To find hishalf-quid but afarden:—To all his readers, fur and — wish of your old pal,——THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


VENOMOUS. 


SCANOLE-OUS! 
Ladrl-like Young Creat: speaking ¢ Where's hoiste 
Sour deceney—wlai are f ton 10 her old flame). he “Jim, you look queer-like.” “Do Bb? Just had half a dozen 
uur de lady, you forward thing ‘ 
vat you know that you're a naked tight ? 


yma, aud a pint of Condy’s Fluid to wash ‘em down.’ 
| 


Se: 
A PANTOMIME WHEEZE. 
“Hullo! IT thought the ‘free list’ was entirely suspended 


. ee 
4 , al eee during the ron of the Panto.” ‘So it is” “Well, there's wu 
Te We are - Unmistakeable ‘dead-bead’ over there.” © And that's suspended, 
again! Mild balmy nightmares aud squawks! “she thinks herself awfully fascinating.” “Snakes generally are, yon know.” ain't it, stoopid ! “_— ca 
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CHRISTMAS has come and gone, and we are now floundering on 
the threshold of a New Year, And, therefore, it is the bounden 
duty of every Englishman 
who is worthy of the name 
tu start making goed resu- 
lutions, It doesn't matter 
whether he means to. keep 
them or not. The possi- 
bilities are that he will 
net; but the forming of 
xood resolutions on the 
eve of the New Year isa 
good old English institu- 
tion and must be main- 
tained at all costs, A. 
SLOPER haa, up to the 
present, f about 
three hundred and sixty- 
five resolutions, one for 
each day of the coming 
year. If he core a single 
one of them it will be owing 
to accident rather than anything else. 
But we shall see what we shall sev. 


Messrs. Barrawn, of Liverpool, 
have just taken some clinking photos 
of the Duke of Westminster, at Eaton 
Hall. There is only one blemish in 
these excellent “ Pettrerapas, as Mrs. 

{P Sloper persists in caliing them, and that 

is the absence in the background of 

the cheery chump of A, SLOPER. The 

fault is not Messrs, Barraud’s, nor is it 
A. SLopen's, for by some curious oversight the Old ‘Un was not 
invited by His Grace to “come and jine us.” It certainly is 
most regrettable, *° 


THE Pavilion Theatre, Mile-End, has undergone extensive alter- 
ation and redecoration. The facade, refreshment saloons, stage 
and auditorium have been thoroughly overhauled, and a very 
bright, handsome, and generally comfortable theatre it’s been 
made, The title of this year's panto. is Zhe Babes in the Wood, 
We're told it’s a screamer, “9 


Messrs, ASCILERBERG are the publishers of those three success- 
ful songs, “The Lifeguardsman,” “The Wedding of the Monkey 
und the Cat,” and “It Touched Him Up a Little. 


s 

A CONTEMPORARY complains that very few people know any- 
thingabout the origin and ancientcustomsappertaining to mistletoe, 
Well, well, from what our 
contemporary goes on to 
say. the ignorance is per- 
fectly excusmble, and as 
long as the girls are willing 
to recognise the more 
modern customs connected 
with the bough, the world 
enn rub along just the 
sumne us ever, | 

- 


THE Queen's Park 
Harriers have just been 
presented with a handseme 
cup. by Messrs. Gurden 
& Co, the Proprictors of 
SLOPER'’S PILLs, — Accord. . 
ing to Mr. K. J. Liddiard. 
the lon, See, this will 
Deere ab very exciting race, 


= 

A Trip to Chinatown 
has lately been taking a 
(rip on its own account, 
and has now taken up its 
abode, bag and baggage 
complete, at the Strand 
Theatre. To assist in the 
conducting of the trip the 
Management have pressed 
into their services no less 
A personage than Miss Alice 
Atherton, The result is 
that the musical farce goes 
more merrily than ever. 


s 
THE Musical Exhibition at the Aquarium is fetching the London 
public in its thousands, A. SLOPER's Jew's harp solo has been 
expecially commended by no less a person than Sir Arthur Sullivan, 
whilst numerous West End doctors are recom it asa 
certain remedy for whooping cough, croup and gout, 


s 
THE statement that the infant son of the Duke of York has taken 
to reading Larks! is just a trifle premature. The royal youngster 
isn’t quite equal to the pleasure at present, but his is saving up 
all the back numbers for him. What a treat that kid's got in store ! 

s 

ALTHOUGH The Wife of Dives has been removed, for the present, 
from the Opera Comique boards we have most certainly not seen 
the last of it in 
the Metropolis. 
Plays of its calibre 
are not so plenti- 
ful that we can 
afford to sweep 
them on one side 
and consign them 
to oblivion with- 
out even troub- 
ling to_ analyse 
them. The piece 
is bound to crop 
up again, and it 
is an open secret 
that the Manage- 
ment are negotiat- 
> ing for the hire of 
one of our princi- 
pal West End 
theatres, When 
The Wife of Dives 
ia revived, it ix to 
be hoped that Miss 
cls randon will 
sti enact the 
character of the 
heroine. The part 
fitted her like a 
pore: and_ there 
@ certainly no 
actress at present 
on the nglish 
stage who could do greater justice to the character, which is one 

of more than average difficulty. | 


Mr. McGoosELEY has not yet regained consciousness after his 
Christmassing, but his medical advisers state that he is progressing 
as well as the severe nature of his case will allow. 
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THE Oxford management have prepared a really —— pro- 
gramme for the Christmas holidays, and are deservedly reaping a 
rich harvest as a result of their 


«és 


labours, During the last few 
evenings it has been difticult 
to tind a seat throughout the 
auditorium—not) even were 
the seeker willing to pay 
double the usual price. One 
of the chief items of the per- 
formance is little sketch en- 
titled “The Night Alarm,” the 
characters in which are enacted 
by thac popular vocalist, 
Charles Godfrey, and the 
equally popular Brothers Horn. 
hk. G. Knowles is also dis- 
playing his varied talent with 
success, Besides these, there 
ure upwards of » dozen other 
star artistes engaged here, each 
of whom is a host in him or 
herself. *.* 


AFTER being closed = for 
severnl months, the good old 
Punch Tavern, so dear to the 
hearts of Fleet Street journal- 
ists, has thrown open its doors 
once more, Ye Gods! and 
what fairy sige is this that 
has arisen from the ashes of 
the old house? Where are the 
sawdust floors? and whereare 
the wooden benches and wooden tables? All gone. Disappeared 
for ever. And in their plice we find instead an establishment in 
which even rg need not be ashamed to imbibe. Messrs. Baker 
Brothers are to be complimented on their enterprise. 


e 
A; SLoPER is pleased to see that his cricketing pals in Australia 
made such a gallant fight for the laurel wreath. Luck and weather, 
though, combined to make their fight a hard one. But that they 
will amply avenge themselves in the next representative match, 
the Eminent feels convinced. . ¢ 

. 


Mr. J. TEMPLE, the energetic xecretary of the “ Ally Sloper Social 
Renetit Society,” Middlesbrough, asks us to state that the club 
quarters have now been removed to the Excelsior Hotel. There 
has been a lot of sickness among the members, and the year's 
expenses have therefore been necessarily heavy, but the Society 
looks confidently forward to big, things at its new home. 


Box1na Day is one of those good old-fashioned institutions 
which still survive the wave of progress, and a very fine thing it is 
if you happen to 
be a policeman, a 
postinan, a turn- 
cock, a railway 
porter, a tireman, 
or anyone else 
who by virtue of 
his calling may 
put in his claim 
to an annual 
“tip.” If, how- 
ever, you happen 
to be merely a 
householder, the 
fun of Boxing 
Day isn’t quite 
sO apparent, and 
the only consola- 
tion you can get 
out of it isto make 
it, as SLOPER 
does, a day of— 
well, you know 
how ALLY spends 
Boxing, Day. 


” 
It isthe fashion 
jeer at the 
mother - in-law ‘ 
jokes as chest- 
nuts, but they're founded on fact—hard, solid fact. Witners this case 
the other day at the Bow Street Police Court. Mr. hg eg Why 
did you assault this woman! Prisoner (in a surprised tune). Why, 
Your Worship, she's my mother-in-law! (Roars of laughter). 
es 


s 
THE Public Benefactor has this day been pleased to confer the 
“ Award of Merit” on EpGar 8. PARDON, because he's a walking 
cricket encyclopedia, “Parent.” chortled the eldest of the 
Sloperian offspring, “why ‘asn't Edgar ‘ad it before? You ‘ave 
finished up the year well, at any rate.” The Blue-Eyed Boy has 
altered his opinion, though, owing to the su uent action of 
ALLY, who had (as he explained to McGooseley in the Ludgate Hill 
Refreshment Bar) to do something to teach people to mind their 
own business, ee 
s 


Tom SMITH, with his usual generosity, has sent us a sample of his 
Christmas Crackers. To dilate upon the merits of the same would 
be a waste of time and space. Every man, woman and child in 
England admits that so far as crackers are concerned. Tom Smith 
is unapproachable. This year, if anything, his goods are more 
choice and varied than ever. ¢ » 

s 


SNOWBALLING is a lovely pastime. When all Nature is clothed 
in her garb of spotless purity, when the air is keen with the frost and 
the wintry 
sun sheds a 
genial influ- 
ence over the 
picturesque 
ecene, the 
heart of the 
cheery old 

gentleman 
warms to- 
wards the 
young ur- 
chins who 
are pelting 
one another 
a little fur- 
ther on, and 
he mentally 
resolves to 
give ‘em six- 
pence, and 
tell "em what 
a fine shot he 
was usa bor, 
and how he 
loves to sce 
the sport 
even now, 
But when a 
good heavy 
ball catches 
the old chap just at the back of the neck and breaks all down his 
back. he alters his opinion very rapidly, and his language is more 
forcible than poetical. Suowballing is good sport—from a distance. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 
. A CALENDAR YOR THE WEEK: ENDING JANUABS SPM, 18050-)_ 
= 

30th December, 1888.—In a newspaper of this date wu. 
read: ~The Northampton borough coroner held an inquest th. 
week on the body of Alfred Preston, feather dealer, of Northan 
ton, who died from injuries caused through a tall hat that he w: 
wearing coming in contact with the top of a doorway. Passinz 
from one room to another in his own house, he struck the top of his 
hat against the lintel of a doorway, and forced the hat into his sculi. 


3lst December, 1890.—“Want an addressed collar, sir? 
was this 7 the inquiry of a seedy-looking individual in Piccadilly: 
armed with a handful of brass-mounted straps. “Why ‘ad. 
dressed’? was the retort courteous, “Well, you see, sir, the new 
law comes in force to-morrow about the dog-muzzling, and” (in ; 
hoarse eng | “I've bought all the old collars with addresses 61, 
‘em that [ can find, so if your dog goes mad or fighting, you'll be 
quite safe, sir. Anda happy new year to you!” 


ist January, 1890.—A newspaper of this date says: “ A buy 
at Lille has met with the saine fate as the heroine in the sad son, 
of the ‘Mistletoe Bough.’ Louis Herbaut, fourteen years oli, 
had been keeping the New Year in a tavern with his uncle and 
aunt. He soon afterwards disappeared, and a most diligent searc|, 
was made for him to no purpose, until it occurred to his uncle th: 
next day to look inside a large box which was kept in a loft. 
There, to his horror, he found his nephew's corpse. It is supposed 
that Louis Herbaut felt unwell after the merrymaking, and that he 
chose the box as a quiet place where he could lie down without the 
risk of interference. The lid fell down, and he was suffocated.” 


2nd Jan , 1880.—A newspaper of this date states that : 
“Mademoiselle Mauricette Couronneau, the Bordeaux girl to 
whom Prado bequeathed his head as a wedding present, is about 


to open a millinery establishment in her native town. 

3rd January, 18900.—A Miss Sterling nearly lost her life 
this day at Béziers, during a performance of a somewhat novel 
kind in a lions’ cage, in connection with Redenbach’s Menagerie. 
She was in the habit of entering a cage containing several lions, 
together with the tamer Redenbach and Dornay, a professor of 
hypnotism. It was on the programme that she should be put into 
a state of hypnotic sleep by Dornay in the midst of the lions, Miss 
Sterling went to sleep in her accustomed posture on the floor of 
the cage, and Redenbach proceeded to make the lions go through 
the antics which are expected from them on such occasions, Au 
exceptionally savage animal, named “ Nancy,” was more rebellious 
than usual, and before anyone had time to interfere it sprang upon 
the hypnotised subject, and tixed its claws in her legs. lenbach 
boldly attacked the infuriated brute, and suc in diverting 
its attention froni Miss Sterling, who made her escape, together 
with Dornay. 


4th January, 1683.—In “Social Life in Former Days,” by 
E. D. Dunbar, there is a copy of @ letter, bearing this date, from 
Lord Downe to an ancestor of the author, inviting him to the 
funeral of the Countess of Murray. The letter was written upon 
per edged with black. Black-edged paper is mentioned in 
Addison‘s comedy of Zhe Drummer, which appeared in 1715; but 
it does not, however, seem to have come into general use until 
about the middle of the century. 


Sth January, 1887.—The Paris correspondent of the 
Telegraph, writing this day, says that “It seems that a woman oi 
English origin, who in the police records is dubbed Eveline Rayy. 
has been in the habit of contracting marriages with Frenchmen i 
London and then leaving them, carrying with her to Paris wt 
only her wedding presents but the jewellery and other valuable 
articles belonging to her dupes. The woman, who is abou 
twenty-five years old, and very good-looking, was arrested. by thr 
police just as she was preparing to start for London in quest ot 
new matrimonial adventures and fresh booty. When taken befor 
the juge d’instruction she said she had acted under the orders of a 
woman named Lindsay, who has been married for more than 
twenty years, and who lives in France. Lindsay's dodge was ty 
put advertisements in the fashionable papers setting forth thats 
rich and pretty widow wanted to enter into the bonds of wedlock 
with a man of the world. Rappy was presented to the numerous 
suitors who answered the advertisements, and a marriage generally 
resulted, 
——— 
THE STORM-WIND. 
THE wind Euroclyon, the wind of storms. 
Let loose on earth, pursues his frantic flight : 
And woe betide them who, with ill-clad forms, 
Must go ab and meet him in his might. 
The Moon of Snow-shoes sighes herself to sleep, 
December holds her fast in chase : 
and fog, and rain, alternate, creep 
Like m guigat vampires over Nature's face. | 
And, sent by heaven or hell—we know not which— 
Sickness and want describe their wonted tour : 
And only one of these can reach the rich, 
But ever one—and often both—the poor ! 


The wind Euroclydon, the wind of storms, 

Goes shrieking shrilling, whistling through the earth 
As if the tragic deeds his rage performs 

Inspire him with some mad, malignant mirth. 
And whoso, blest (through Winter's long sojourn) 

With fura without, with blazing fires within, 
Can meet the storm-wind's scorn with greater scorn, 

And mock the triumph of the storm-wind's grin— 
Let such a one reflect what legions writhe 

Beneath the cruel storms the storm-wind fetches ; 
And, of his wealth of comfort, spare some tithe 

To warm the hearts and frames of poor, pale, 

shivering wretches! 


EMINENTLY SEASONABLE. 
SNI¥FING and snufting at a tremendous rate, Mr. Squillshover 
pushed on through the morning fog to catch the train to town. 
and overtook his neighbour, Ledgerblotts. 
“ Berry Crisbus,” he cried, kindly enough. es 
“Same to you,” replied Ledgerblotts ; “ have you-— il 
“Gota gold? Wal, card ye hear I have! Dodt dell me a 
oughter do, there’sa good chub ; I've dried every blessed thig udder 
the sud, Skitters's Balsnb of Addiseed, Croaker’s Cougheed— 
“That's all right, but have you——" bbe 
“T dell ye I've dud ererythig ; toog three Turgish Baths, ru t 
be bag till I'b sore with Ebrocashod, swallowed hod rub by ba 
boddlefull and skidd'd by heels by applyig bustard leaves. G0 
ad Allgogs blaister od by bag dow—— 
“Well, will you——” to ad I'd 
“Do, I'll dry dothig: I've already dried every dab thig, 8 
dot goi'g to bake by body a sigk for addy bore bedicid. i 
- Sa pe Thay you—and your remedies—have you—— 
ave lw ° Peer 
“Time to step into the Arms and have a tiddley as its Sh 
—just for the sake of —” [Station bell starts ringing violently. 
“Why, yer dab vool—here's the drid id dow—why the jigger: 
didn't ye zay that at virst—there's do tibe dow!" — Sooe the 
But, SLOPER adda, for the consolation of Cork Club readers, 
blunder was easily rectified when they got to Cannon Street. 
eS 
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THE MICROBE MURDERER. 


According Setenee Siftings, which ought to know, Soap is absolutely the 
t = best Microbe Slayer.) | 4 4 


—ss oo Soap, Soap, Soap, 
( (Sore wa FEAR, 7 vor) ih 0 hey is 


> WANT TONLE S 


: We RoR 
: /CROBEI 
fo Za 
gen 


Yea, Wg Soap, 


P> 
In powder, in 
cakes, in balls, 
Soap that won't 
wash clothes, 
Soap that can and 
will; 
And now we are 
told 
In «® manner 


bol 
Of Soap that will 
Microbes kill! 
Soap, Soap, Soa) 
i will Nail 
as a Microbe- 


0 
AV 
Fm = S) 


zs 
» So 


cried. 
“ We ain't so crool 
as that,” 
The Great Unwashed will say, 
“Why should we go— 
Like some well-scrubbed foe— 
Poor Mickrobbies for to slay?” 


ee ee 


A BAD CASE. 

“HuLLo! "exclaimed Charlie Flingby, as he burst uncere- 
moniously into his friend Bertie's room, and found that gentleman 
in an attitude betokening the last stage of dejection ; “Hullo, my 
dear fellow! whatever is the matter? Is it love or suicide?" 

Tertie ned. “Don't ask me, Charlie,” he said, “don't ask 
me; [—l'm a gone coon. my boy.” ; 

“Well, let's hear what's the matter, anyhow,” rejoined his pal, 
cheerfully, “and then we can concoct the letter to the coroner 
together. Your fiancée hasn't been giving you cigars or worked 
slippers, has she?” 

“No; but she'll be giving me something else shortly,” said 
Bertie, gloomily, “or her father will for her, it’s all the same. The 
order of the boot is mine in that quarter, my boy.” 

“What ! lose her £20,000? why, what's the row ?” asked Charlie, 
aghast. 

Bertie roused 
himnselfalittle, 
as though the 
prospects of 
confiding his 
troubles to 
another gave 
him comfort. 

“Have a 
whisky and 
soda,old man,” 
he said, “and 
Vl tell you all 
about it. It's 
like this, you 
eee,” he con- 
tinued, as his 
pal mixed the 
stimulant, “1 
went to the 
fancy ball the 
other night.” 

“Not a very 
dreadful 
crime, is it?” 
asked Charlie. 

“Not in itself,” was the reply; “but I—I met a lady——’ 

: Ab, ithe plot thickens !—you danced with her, of course?” 

“To did.” 


5 {mi treated her to champagne?" 
“Yes.” 


“And 6 r, 1 suppose?” 
“Quite rahe old chap.” 
“ Naughty boy! And did your attentions end there?” 

They did, upon my honour, old man; but—but hers didn't— 
she peel my pocket.” 

“Then give her in charge.” 

“Ah, pon don’t understand. It wasa letter she took—a letter 
to Ethel ready adi and—” 

3 yiwig, dear boy ; she threatens to give you away?” 

Exactly, 

“And her price?" 

“Two thousand pounds !” 
4 Charlie gave a low but expressive whistle. “I'm afraid. my 
ar fellow,” he said, “it’s as you state, you are a gone coon. Er— 
En tiga whether I should stand any chance with your 
ee ee 


BELLES OF THE BUFFET. 
No. 16—THE Monaco GIRL. 


In Southern France 
Monaco lies, 
And thither many a 
bold beau hies 
From Britain's Isle 
In high-class style 
For many a different 


reason. 

Some love to lounge, 
and laze, and lie 

Long-stretched bencath 
the breadths of 


si 
That calm and clear 
And bright appear 

In e’en the dreariest 


season. 

Some love the blue-sea 
trips to make, 

Some go for Monte 
Carlo’s sake. 


But I to Gallia ne'er 
will roam, 
I've a Monaco nearer 
home, 


Which, whensoe'er 
lL hie me there. 
* Tbs my soul with pleasance ; 
a)’ heart's sweet pantings there eclipse 
The heavings of the deep-sea ships : 
No heaven I ask 
_ In which to bask 
Save one dear damsel's presence ; 
And all the ronge-et-noir 1 prize 
Is her red cheeks and coal-black eyes! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


—_——— 


114 LeicutTown Roap, Lonpon, N.W., Dec. 18th, 1894. 


ALLY, My Guipine Star, — It is with undelightable pleasure 
that I gaze upon my classic mugograph in the “H.-H.” 
Just to give you an idea the great sensation it has caused, | have 
already had thirteen offers of marriage, an engagement from Sir 
Augustus to play Rome(o) in the spring, and a letter from the 
Dog's Home, ager wanting to borrow my smile to kill the 
troublesome dogs. And yet for all this I can but feebly express my 
gratitude by thanking you. (Thanks are nice but hardly moist 
enough for ALLY.—EpD.] So now, my darling, 1 must wish you 
* O'reaervvir,” hoping your Christmas may be damp (internally). 
With fondest love to in and Family, yuurs in debt, 

Frep Rome 
(Author of “ The Trials of a Beauty.)” 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 11.—PLANTAGENET FITZCHUTNEY SLOPER. 


Born, 1270. Stabbed in mistake, 1326, 

No sooner did the tragic but not undeserved fate of Juan 
Philander, recorded last week, become known, than the house of 
mourning was besieged by a perfect host of ladies, all claiming to 
be the lawful wife of the late baron. As each widow came armed 
with documentary evidence of her marriage, it all at once became 
a t that the late noble had added bigamy upon a somewhat 
pet ks sl scale to his other amiable indiscretions. Plantagenet 
Fitzchutney, who had reckoned upon succeeding to the property 
—indeed, already axsumed command of it, was highly indig- 
nant at the course of events, and a hasty consultation was heli 
with the family solicitors, The latter, with 2 professional eve to 
remunerative legisiation, suggested that all claims should be absol- 
utely ignored, but leet, pomp Fitzchutnev knew a trick worth two 
of that. Inviting the entire crowd of applicants into the castle, he 
ordered a banquet to be prepared for them in a chamber in the 
western wing, and intimated his intention of discussing the matter 
at its conclusion. There was little need for that. At the end of 
the first ten minutes, the tumult from within announced that each 
of the claimants was arguing her case, and ere long blood-curdling 
shrieks, mingled with appalling groans, and ever and anon the 
sound of a heavy fall, proclaimed that they had made a fight of it. 
When Plantagenet Fitzchutney, two hours later, caused the door 
to be unlocked, the sole survivor of the conflict lay breathing her 
last, surrounded by pools of gore and the mutilatea corses of the 
vanquished. Plantagenet Fitzchutney got the ivt interred almost 
at cost price, and thus took Foseeeaion of his estate unhampered 
by any embarrassing outside claims. 

But the property had suffered considerably from the calls made 
oy it by the licentiousness of the late lamented. The majority 
of the family jewels had been pawned and the estates heavily 
mortgaged, but by a little judicious bribery and assassination the 
motgagees were induced to come to terms. whilst the pawnbrokers 
were prosecuted as receivers of stolen property, fo to disgorge 
the gems, and finally burnt at the stake. 

fils marked aptitude for diplomacy having attracted the atten- 
tion of the King, l'lantagenet Fitzchutney was invited to the 
Court, and received with much favour. Distinguishing himself at 
once by the promptitude with which he picked a quarrel and slew 
two or three of the courtiers, who had made themsel ves obnoxious 
to their royal master, he was 1 to the remunerative 
position of Oof-Holder in Ordina +n much sought after, but now 
obsolete office, affording unlimited opportunities for “ perks.” 
Though he did not ly enter Parliament, he was the author 
of several Bills, giving increased powers to the nobility, and 
making it a punishable offence for the peasantry to call their souls 
their own. He married with much a Lady Phillipa 
Bullyun, chiefly remarkable for her entire absence of beauty and 
sipaatio accumulation of capital, which did much towards 
rebuilding the Castle Sloper, which for some time had stcod in 
urgent of repairs, and paving off many long-standing 
creditors, whose position had protected them frum being got rid 
of by cheaper means. 

For many years he sieved the favour of the Court, and might: 
have lived to a ripe old age, had not a jeslous husband stab! 
him one dark night in mistake for his wife's admirer. He died 
entirely free from debt, and was altogether a better principled 
Sloper than any previous bearer of his name. 


(To be continued next week.) 


A MERITED END. 

THERE, take the poor wretch's remains away and bury them 
decently. It is better, far better, that he should die in his “entys” 
than grow up to practise such things on the comparatively defence- 
less. His death was prey nearly painless after all, for the point 
of the editorial pencil was sharper than any aetiletto, whilst the 
office ecissors went clean through his jugular. IJtequicscat in 


ieces. 
r What was his offence? Oh, crime most terrible! He wanted to 
know whether the plum puddin eaten by the postal-telegraphists 
whose duty takes them to Kempton Park Steeplechases on Boxing 
Day contained electric currenta! 
same to you,and many of ‘em. Close the door, will you? 


TWOPENCE. 
Post free, Threcpence. 
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ALLY SLOPER'S CHRISTMAS HOLIDAYS. 


Nearly 100 
ORIGINAL PICTURES NEVER BEFORE PUBLISHED. 


A SWEETLY PRETTY DANCE, 


THE *‘TOTTIELARDI” VALSE, 
Specially composed by the CHEVALIER L. DEL Bono, 


AND A DOUBLE-PAGE PLATE, BY W. F, THOMAS 
(measuring 21in. x 15 in.), 


SLOPER’S CHRISTMAS SCRAMBLE. 


Amongst many other especial attractions will be found 
A CaRTOON, BY W. F. Thomas, 
SEASONABLE ANARCHISM. 
AND A LaRGE DRrawina, BY HAL LupLow, 
“LIVING PICTURES” AT THE “FRIV.” 
(Aa gicen on Boxing Night.) 


TWENTY PAGES of ORIGINAL PICTURES, READING and MUSIC 


never before published, 


TWOPENCE. 


GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET StT., LONDON, E.C. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 

BEAv and Arrow: Cupid shooting. 

THE First Quarter of the Moon: The letter M. 

A Cory-r1GHT Act: The act of producing a faithful fac-simile. 

PAnaDox.—The faster a fire burns wy, the faster it burns dry, 

“A COLLECTION at the Door”: A “ first-night audience ” wait- 
ing admission to a theatre. 

“(H)ALL Concerned”: The Empire in the latest Purio-prudo 
Crusade. 


415 
THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 


ee 
CHAPTER V. 

Ow the very next occasion Rhombo Baladdin, alias M'Ginty 
called at the residence of the late Muley Pasha to convey further 
information regarding the 
political situation, he re- 
solved to make overtures to 
the principal widow which 
she could not mistake. 
Rhombo, otherwise known 
as Mike, was a cautious man 
though he was an Irishman. 
He had no intention of 
marrying the whole of Mrs. 
Muley Pasha, though he had 
a heart generous enough to 
love her. Mrs. Muley was 
too numerous even for an 
Irishman's taste, and he had 
resolved to marry the prin- 
cipal widow merely because 
he had seen her first, and 
knew that she was likely to 
have most control over the 
late lamented'’s personal 


property. 

But it was Mike's fortune 
on the next occasion of his 
visit to meet another and a° 
much a younger section of the 4 
late Muley’s beloved. She 
it was who opened the door 
to him on this occasion, and 
as Mike saw her dark eyes 
glittering through the folds 
of her veil which concealed 
her other charms, he felt hia 
heart leap within him, and 
he was conscious that his views in regard to matrimony might yet 
be susceptible to oer. 

Nor was the lady indifferent to the fraternal wink that Mr. 
M’Ginty bestowed upon her, as he wished her the “top o' the 
mornin’” in the best Turkish at his command. There was a fine, 
easy, and bold air about the Irishman which had its charms for the 
lady, and the grief which she felt as a faithful percentage of the 
late Muley Pasha's widow was not so overwhelming as to prevent 
her thinking that another matrimonial investment might not be 
without ite charms. So she smiled a witching smile on Rhombo 
Baladdin, alias M'Ginty, and passed him on to the apartments of 
the Premier Mrs. Muley with a sigh. 

Here Mrs, Muley Pasha No. | received Rhombo with great 

iousnese, Love which knows no nation, but claims all the 
worid as its own, had opened the heart of Fatima I. towards the 
frank Irishman, and she felt that if the revolt against the tyran- 
nical Bawshaw 
reached a success- 
ful termination, 
the respect shu 
bore to her late 
hunented husband 
would fitly 
marked with satis. 
faction to herself 
as well as to the 
manes of the dear 
departed, by 
awarding her hand 
to one of his aven- 
gers. it must be 
admitted that the 
widow was not 
over-particular 
which of these 
avengers were thus 
rewarded. She 
would reward one 
of the survivors if 
M'Ginty fell, but 
she preferred that 
M'Ginty 
live, use she 
was aware that 
M'Ginty was un- 
married, and most 
of the other con- 
spirators had 
already a fair allowance of aids to domestic felicity. Mra. Muley 
knew well the disadvantages which had to be borne by one who 
enters on an already over-stocked matrimonial pasture. In her 
day she had had to welcome several such unfortunater, and she 
was conscious that if she were done by as she had done by others 
she would not be without discomforts. Therefore, she favoured 
th demas 8 and decided that, bar all casualties, he should be taken 
to her im. 

And so she listened to the details of the preparations for tho 
explosion of the conspiracy which was to avenge her personal 
wrongs, and also, it was hoped, secure the public rights, she allowed 
a fair dream of future happiness to glow within her thoughts, and 
when at parting the gallant M'Ginty allowed himself to press her 
hand, she yielded the faintest possible return of pressure, which 
assured the M’Ginty that his unobtrusive love signal had not been 
unwelcome and was not resented, 

But as M'Ginty descended the staircase of the hereaved harem, 
he again saw tho black lo 
eyes of the more youth- 
ful fraction of Mrs. 
Muley Pasha twinkle 
within the folds of her 
lace veil which the 
fashion of the law com- 
pels women to wear, 
and the sight drove 
the thoughts of the 
Premier Mrs. Muley 
from the head of the 
fickle Irishman. 

“Would hoe meet 
me at the k gate 
eee watered 

‘Ginty, as he passe 
the lady in the hall. 

The lady  sicnifi- 
cantly put her finger 
to her lips, and looked 
timidly up the broad 
staircase which M'Gin- ; 
ty had descended. 


The principal wilow. 


bone 
Qe 


@ 


nah ie 
a Gli; Ce Nd 


should 


“Hush!” said the 
lady. “We may be 
observed,” she con- 
tinued 


“Troth, that's jnst 
what I'm afraid of.” 
said =M’'Ginty, “and 
that’s exactly why I 
put the question to , 7 
yes. Will yez meet meat the back gate to-night, maveurneen 2" 

“Troth, an’ T will.” said the lady with a wonderfully bright 
smile. as M'Ginty stared with amazement at the unexpected 
brogue. (To be continued neat week.) 


© Troth, an’ IT wiil.” 


“F.O.S."” PORTRAIT GALLERY. 
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No. 392.—MR. CHARLES BANNISTER, F.O.S8, 

“Althoush we have no authentic reconl of the Bannisters 
teing inmates of the Ark, together with Noah and his family, 
there is little doubt but that they existed long before 
the Flood was dreamt of, Probably the Bannisters of the 
Flood era were tov prond to accept the doubtless offered invita- 
tion to share the Ark with Noah, aml preferred to build a 
vessel of their own. At anyrate, the Bannisters of to-day turn 
up their noses at the sight of a Noah's Ark, and will not allow 
even their youngest offspring the luxury of possessing one, 
Charles Bannister, the hero of this week's Capt Oe! @ very 
smart specimen of English manhool, with a more average 
ameunt of mental ability. He could aspire to the Premiership 
of England, or an Archbishopric, but he is not built that way, 
aud eares not for the pomps and vanities of this wicked wort. 
‘ Tiefly because he is one of SLOFER's heroes Charles was created 
F.0.8., and the °S) Award of Merit’ presented to him 
November 2th, 1842."—— Debrett Improved, 


TECHNICAL. 


Crtrie. Yes, 1 like your drawings very much ! perhaps some of 
them are just a little “tight.” 
Artist, Well, ve see, that may be because this is the festive 


scapon—with watter or withuut, mon ? 


PA 

Vestry Employé (in 1904). D'yever see such a mess the 
streets git into nowadays? And they expects a poor 
clear just as many streets as he did ten years ago, w 
‘women used to take about arf of it away for yer on their skirts} 


if 
Fs 


First Friend, G-r-r-0-w-w'?) Your infernal mongrel las 


Ppinued me by the calf! 
Srcond Friend. Wot a jolly nuisance! and here have I been 


trying all | kuow to bring that tyke up as a vegetarian ! 


GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


; “AN EYE TO BUSINESS. 


Mrs, Muggford, What do you think you will make out of my daughter's voice ? 
Singing Master (absentmindedly). About fifteen shillings a lesson. . 


GOOD BUSINESS! 


Pree TL. 


Ny) hb 


fn 


(1) The Rev. Mr, Tithem of Sloshby Fen. No, my frien, I do not wish to buy a 


thoroughbred St. Bernard dog. I have no use for it, Boh Moleskin (the wandering 


“Sancier”), No use for ‘im? Blessherrart, mister! look wot a lot of good yer might cheerful and 

do, livin’ in these ‘ere snowy wastes, if yer was to take an’ fit ‘un out with a bag of fen bank, with the 

toke an'a drop o' summat short in a bottle round ‘is neck, an’ turn ‘im out to save —_—pprobal 

*underds of lives in the snow, like these ‘ere pore benighted monks in foreign parts timely aid 

wot we ‘cars on.—(2) And really Mr. Tithem thought there might be something in remarked, as he the welcome " -s 
the notion. He therefore purchased the noble animal. “There, my dear,” he on a ‘ deal’ this ‘ere! This is ‘ow I for makin’ virtnous 


suggestchins to reverend gents !—(6) “Come along, Cruncher! I'll try that little 


observed pronily to Mrs. Tithem, when the sagacious hound's equipment was 
complete, tig again if I can find another mug to trade you off to!” 


“ Think of the goluea @pportunity this offers to get up a subscription for 


INFALLIBLE. AND SHE WOULON’T HAVE IT. 


AGA 


i 


no from this girl, he was xo badly 
mashed. It was only when she 
sent him a card for her weddiny 
that he gave up hope. Billy's a 
écorcher to persevere. 


London: Frinted by DaLzigu & Cu., at the Camden Press, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Published by the l'roprictor, GILBEKT DALZIEL, at “The Sloperies," 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, E.C.—saturday, December 29, 


It's one of th 
things that grows upon gou.” “H'm! Well, don't want a fiat, 
you know.” 


“Not like it, Ma'am? You would in time. 


“Oh, Doctor! do tell ne this wonderful medicine that you 
Meseribe to everybody for every ill!” “ Madam, I invari- 
ably tell them to take— Advice!" 


1894. 
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